Then that of painted pompe ? Are not thefe woods 
j More free from peril! then the cnuious Court ? 
Heere feeie v*t not the penaltieof Adam $ 
The feafons difference* as thelciephange 
And churlifh chiding of the winters winde, 
Which when it bites and blowcs vpon my body 
Euen till I fhrinke with cold,I finite, and % 
This is no flattery : thefe are counfeltors 
That feelingly perfwade mc what I am : 
Sweet are the vfes of a duct fi tie 
Which like the toad, otigly and venemous j 
Weares yet a precious leweli in his head : 
; And this our life exen/pc from publike haunt, 
i Findes tongues in trc*es s bookes in the running brookes. 
Sermons in ftone^and good in euery tiling. 

A mien. I would not rhangc it 3 happy is your Grace 
That can tranflaterhe ftubbornneffeot fortune 
Into fo quiet andfo fweet a fritc. 

D&.Scft* Cotnejfhall we goc and kill yenifon ? 
And yet ic irkes me the poore da pled fooles 
; Being natiue Burgers of this defert City* 
Should intheir owne confines with forked heads 
Haue their round hanches goard. 

t.Lord. Indeed my Lord 
The melancholy Jaqnes grieues at that, 
And in that kindefweares you doc more vfurpe 
Then doth your brother that hath baniftVdyoii: 
To day my Lord of Amiens ,and my fclfe, 
Did fteale behinde him as he lay along 
Vnder an oake> whofe anticke roore pecpes out 
Vpon the brooke that brawles along this wood* 
To the which place a poore fequeft red Stag 
That from the Hunters aime had tanc a hurt, 
Did come to languifh; and indeed my Lord 
The wretched annimall heau'd forth Inch groanc* 
That their difcharge did ftretch his leatheme coat 
Almoft to burfting, and the big round teares 
Ceuis'd one another do wne his innocent noie 
In puteou* chafe : and thus the hakic foole, 
Much marked of the melancholie Idques 3 
Stood on th'extrcmeft verge of the fwift brooke^ 
Augmenting it with teares* 

DvSen. But what faid laqws f N 
Did he not moralize this f pettaele ? 

I. Lord* O yes, into a thoufand fimilies. 
Firft,for his weeping into ihe needleflc flrcame ; 
: Poore Deere quo th be, thou mak-'ft a teftament 
As worldlings doc, giuing thy fum of more 
To that which had toomuft : then being there alone, 
Left and abandoned of his veluet friend ; 
Tis right quoth S 5 ^ thus rniferic doth part 
The Fluxeof companie ; anon a careleffe Heard 
Full of the pafime, 'tumps along by him 
And neuer ftai«s to greet him : I quoth laqmt t 
Sweepe on you fat and grcazie Citizens, 
Tia iuft the fafhioti $ wherefore doe you lookc 
Vpon that poore and broken bankrupt there? fjztiw 
Thusmoft rnueiftiuely he pierceth through 
The body of Gountrie ? Gitie. Opurtj / 
Yea,and oFthisoiirTife/rtVearing that we 
Aremeere vfurperSj tyrants^and whats worfc 
To fright the Annimals, and to kill them vp 
In thrit-al&gn d and hatiue dwelliflgf lace. 
tff"n* And did you Jeane him irithts contemplation ? 
%*Lot i We did my Lord,weep!ng and xomownting 
Vpon^e fobbing Deere. 


BmStw+ Sho w me the places - 
I loue to cop e him in thefe fallen fi[*i 
For then hcVfull of matter* 

ifLw* He bring you to him ftrair. 


Scena Secunda. 


-Btftr Ztaj^e, with Z*rdsl 

D*kz Can it be pofliblc that no man faw theta ? 
It cannot become villaijiesofmy Court 
Are of confent and fuiferanec in this* 

i*L&. I cannot hear e of any that did fee her, 
The Ladies her attendants of her chamber 
Saw her a bed, and in the morning early, 
They found the bed vntreafur'dof their Mifiris. 

ttLor. My Lord,the roynifh Clown^t whomf© 0 f 
Your Grace was wont to laugh is alfo miffing, 
Nigeria the Princeffe Gentlewoman 
Confeffes that fliefecretly ore- heard 
Your daugSncr and her Cofen much commend 
The parts and graces of the Wraftler 
That did but lately foile the fynowie Charks^ 
And fhe belceues where euer they are gone 
That youth is furely intheir cornpanie. 

\ Duk* Send to his brother/etch that gallant hither 
If he be abfent,bnnghis Brother to nic^ \ 

| He make him findehim : do this fodainly - 
And lernoriearch and inquititionquaile, 
To bring againe thefe foolifh ruiiawaies, Exmi 


Scena Tertia* 


Enter Qrtenda and Adm&* 
OyL Who's there f 

Ad. What my yong Maficrj oh my gcntlcrnafler, 
Oh my fwect ma fterjO youmemorie 
Of old Sit Rowland^ why^hat make you here? 
Why are you vertuous ? Why do people loue you? 
And wherefore arc y ou geiule,ftrong a and valiant f 
Why would you be fofond toouercome 
The bonnie prifcr of the humorous Dukes' 
Your praifeis come too fwiftly homcbeforeyou. 
Know you not Maflcr^to fecme kindc of men, 
Their graces feiuc them but_as enemies, 
No more doe yours : your vertucs gentle Mafier 
Are fanitified and holy traitors to you : 
Oh what a world is this, when what is coroeJy 
Enuenoms him that bearers it f 
„Why 5 what's the matter? 

Ad. Ovnhappic youth, 
Come not within thefe doores : within this raofc 
The enemic of all your graces liues 
Your brother^ no,no brorh'er s yet thefonne 
(Yet not the fon>I will not call him fon) 
Of him I was about to call his F: iWfj J 
Hath heard your praifes»and this night he meanes. 
To biirne the lodging where you v fe to -lye, 
And you within it ; if he fiile of that 
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innerhMfd hifflf and his praxes . - 
£ no place, this houfe i. but a batchenc ; 
.1 . i t feareKdoenot enter it. 

V W Jl Nomatterwhether,foyoucomenothere v 
Orf.Wlwt,wopTd p ft thou haue me gofcbeg my tood, 
0r ^ha bale and boiftrous Sword enlorcc 
ithccuiili lining on the common rode ? 

This I muft do >° 1 know not w l ° ; 
Vet this I will nor do, do how I can, 
T rather will {ubie^ me to the maf ice 
Of 3 diuerrcd blooded bloudi c brother. 

Ad P ur do not fo : I haue hue hundred Crownes, 
Theihriftic hire Ifaued vnder your Father, 
Chichi did ilore to be my fbflcr Nurfe, 
^heo fcrusce Qiould in my old limbs lie lame^ 
And unregarded age in corners rhiowne, 
take thac T and he that doth the Rauens fcede, 
Veaprouidciuly caters for the Sparrow, 
Be comfort to my age : here is the gold, 
All this 1 giueyou, let me be yourfcruanr, 
Though I loake old, yet I am (trong and luftie;i 
Far in my youth I neucr did apply 
Hot.and rebellious liquors in my bloud, 
pjor did not with vnbaflifull forehead woe, 
the m canes of weaknciTe and dcbilitic, 
Therefore my age is as a luftie winter, 
Frufhcjbut kindely ; let me goe with you, 
lie doe the feruiec of a yonger man 
In all vomr biifineiTe and neceffities. 

Qy'l Oh good old man,how well in thee appeares 
The con ft ant feruiec of the antique world, 
When feruice fweate for duEie 5 notfor meede: 
Thou art nor for the faftiioti of rhefe times, 
Where none wil! fweate ,b ut for promotion, 
And having that do thoake their feruice vp, 
Euen with the hatnag ( it is not fo with thee; 
Butpoorcold man, thou pcun'ft a rotten tree, 
That cannot fo much as a bloiTomcyeelde, 
Inlieu of all thy paines and husbandiie, 
But come thy waics, weele goe along together, 
And ere we haue thy youchfull wages fper^t, 
Weelc light vponfoaie Seded low content. 

Ad. Mafter goe 01^ and I will follow thee 
Tethe laft gafpc with truth and loyaltie, 
From feauentieyeeres, till now almoflfourcfcore 
Here liued I, but now hue here no more 
At feanentcencyeercSj many their fortunes fceke 
But at foiirefcorc, it is too late a weeke, 
Yet fortune cannot recompencc me beuer 
Then to die well, and not my Matters debter. ' Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta* 


Enter Rofdine for Gmimcd> Celiafer Alie»a> ami 
Clmne^ alias Tonchftwc. 

Rof O iMpitfTj how merry are my fpirits f 
Ch. I care not for my fpirits, if my legges were not 
weaiie. 

I could findein my heart to difgrace my mans 
appardljandtocrylikca woman: but I muft comfort 


the weaker veflell^as doublet and hofcought to fliow it 
feifecoragious to petty-coate: therefore courage,good 
Alicna. ?tq i 

Cel. I pray you b care witbme, I cannot goe no fur- 
ther. W V 

£fo. For my part, I had rather beare with you, then 
beareyou: ye'tt fliould beare no croiTe if I did beare 
you, for I thinkc you haue no money in your purfe* 

Rof Wcll.this is the Forrefi of Ardw, 

Cfo. I,now am I iii Arden, the more fc&telj* whe|l I 
was home I was in a better place, but^kgi/ellers mu'ft 
be content. . t !j .iiH 1 , - tifr 

Snter Corfa jtvdStlmm * 

R&fi I,bc fo good ToMchflomi Look yoi^who eomes 

here, a yong man and an old in folemne talke, 

Cor w That is the way toanake-her fcorne you ftilL 
Stl Oh Ctfrw, that rhou Jairw^t bowl do loue her, 
C&r* I partly gueffe : fori haue lou'd ere now, 
SiL No Corin^ being old,thou canfr not gueffe. 

Though in thy youth thou wait as true a Ititiev 

As cucrligh d vpon a midnighr pillow : 

But if thy loue were cucr like to mine, 

As fure I thinkc did neucr man loue fo : 

How many aftions moll ridiculous, 

Haft thou bcene dra wne to by thy fantafie ? 
Cor. Into a tboufaud that J haneforgcuren. 
SiL Oh thou didfi then neuer lone io hartiJy I 

If thou rcmembrert not the flighreft-foHy^ 

That euer loue did make thee run into, 

Thou haft notlou\). 

Or if thou haft not lit as I doe now, 

Wearing rhy hearer in thy Miftrispraife, 

Thou haft not lou'd. 

O: if thou haft not broke from cornpanie, 
Abruptly as my pafTion now makes me, 
Thou haft not lou'd. 

0 Phcbc, Fhebe y Phtbe. Exh 

Rof Alas poore Shepheard fearehing of they would 

1 haue by hard aduenturc fou.id mine owne. 

Cfo. And I mine : I renicmber when I was in loue, I 
brokemy fword vpon a (tone, and bid him take that for 
camming a night to Une Smile, 3 nd I remember the kd- 
ficgofhcrb-itlcr, and the Cowes dugs that her meme 
chopt hands had milk'dj and I remember the wooin« 
ofapeafcod inftcad of her, from whom I tooke two 
cods, and giuing her them againe 3 faid with wcepin* 
rearcs, wca re thefe for my fake; wee that are true lo- 
uers,runne into ftrange capers ; but as all is mortall y 
nature, fo h all nature in loue, mortall in folly. 

R*fi Thou fpeak'ft w if ei: c hen thou art ware of 

Ch. Nay J fliall nere be ware of mine owne wit, till 
I breake my fhins again ft it- 

Rof Ifitts,Iouefhi$ Shepherd spaifion, 
Is much vpon iny fafmon. 

CI*. And mine, butitgrowes fomething fide with 
mee. 

I pray you, one of you queftion yon' d man, 
If he for go id will giuc vs any foode, 
I faint almoft to death* 

£lo+ Holla; you Clowne. 

Rof* Peace foole, he ? s not thy kinfrnan* 

Cor. Whocals? 

Cl&. Your betters Sir* 

Cor* Elfe are they very wretched; 


